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EUROPE AGAIN

Lbout Easter 1926, having finished niy little book on
Drama, rewritten one new play and begun another, I set off
for Vienna with the reasonable excuse that The Man with a
Load of Mischief had been accepted by the Burgtheater and
the director wanted to discuss with me the German version
and some details of production. For my part, I wanted to
see what the city looked like after twenty years; and why
should a writer, who can work anywhere, seek an excuse
for a journey in Europe at the most delightful season ? In
April the first- and second-class coaches of the international
trains are empty, except for an officer here or there, a pretty
woman, or a factory owner who looks just the same whether
he be French, Swiss, German or Austrian. The third class,
which is hard sitting' but more fun, is full of migratory priests,
peasants, doctors and small tradesmen. Except for the
varied wines of the restaurant car, frontiers pass almost
unnoticed ; though one may have to pull a suitcase off the
rack for some pretence of customs inspection, or get out
to buy some new sort of money from a bank official at a
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